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We See Fis NOOKS AND “CORNERS. 

~s= "9 2 = (‘A limited liability company in Yorkshire farms the picturesque, and 
charges so much a head for the pleasure of looking at it. In one instance, it 
bas acquired a complete monopoly of a wide stretch of beavtiful country, 
and adouvission to view cannot be obtained without payment of sixpeace.”’— 
The Globe.) 

Tue Directors of the Soul-stirring Scenery Company, Limited, 
beg to call attention of lovers of the picturesque to the fact that 
ali the rural beauty of England is now practically under their 
exclusive control. 

The Welsh mountains, the Lake District, the renowned 
coast-scenery of Devon and Cornwall have been acquired by them, 
and before long they hope to take over the management of 
the Hebrides and the Channel Islands. Poets, artists, and 
others are therefore recommended to avail themselves of 
the opportunities provided by the Company, which can offer them 
most delightful views on the most moderate terms. 

The charge made varies with the extent and beauty of the view 
selected, and an additional fee is necessary for those who desire 
sunset or moonlight effects. It is well known that people can only 
appreciate those things which they have to pay for, so that this 
Company is doing a distinctly educational work. Again, in 
many cases it has greatly improved the scenery. Where any 
portion of the view appears uninteresting, the Company has 
erected huge advertisement hoardings, designed in the most 
cheerful colours, thus improving Nature by Art. Special 
arrangements are made for foreign visitors, a five-guinea 
coupon entitling them to be shown six distinct and well-selected 
views in different parts of the country. Railway fares, of course, 
have to be paid by the tourist. 

In order to safeguard their rights, arrangements have been made 
by the Directors that all windows in railway carriages shall for 
the future be made of frosted glass, to prevent illegal looking 
at the Company’s scenery. And it is necessary to add, that 
any one attempting even to ee at a view belonging to the Com- 
pany without payment will be rigorously prosecuted. 

Detailed list of views may be had on application. Our Spring 











SSR ay arrangements are now complete, and our trees are showing the 

“‘No, THE DAY BEFORE VARNISHING Day, I Hap A LETTER ASK-| Most exquisite tints of green. In a few weeks’ time we hope to 

ING ME TO—AH—REMOVE MY Picture.” ‘‘I MET THE SAME FATE.” | supply the music of cuckoos and nightingales in several of our 

‘‘WELL, IT’S A PITY; BECAUSE THAT ONE PICTURE WOULD HAVE| districts, and, with the help of a phonograph, to continue their 

MADE THE R.A, FOR ONCE WORTH GOING TO SEE.” melody throughout the year. It is hoped by means of powerful 

“You RE VERY KIND.” ‘‘ VERY KIND! Wuat AN Egorst you | electric search-lights to supply moonlight effects throughout each 
ARE. I DON’T MEAN YOURS. I MEAN MINE!” month, and without regard to weather. 








FINISHED. 


[“‘ Piano-playirg }as been put under a ban by 
Dr. WAETZzHOLD. The neurosis from which 80 
many young girls suffer may be largely attributed 
to excessive practising.” —Daily Paper.) 


At early dawn they used to come 
And drag me from my pillow 

That I, poor soul, might go and strum 
To Signor TwANKYDILLO ; 

At night I hammered still the keys, 
And thundered like a cannon 

GrigeG, WaGNER, CHoprn—what you please, 
With Herr Von BanGPIANNEN. 





I begged for mercy, but in vain. 
| Norest forme. What mattered 
| Although my temples throbbed again 
| And every nerve was shattered ? 

My cheeks might pale, my flesh be lost, 
| _ My figure be dimivished, 

But what of that? At any cost 
| I must, I must be finished. 
And now I cannot bear a sound : 

It sets my brain all reeling 

If I should hear a fly walk round 
| On tip-toe on the ceiling. 
| Ah, doctor, hadst thou been but by 

To lecture us discreetly, 

Then haply had not hapless I 

Been finished so completely. 














Lorp CHartes Beresrorp’s new book | 
is to be entitled ‘‘ The Break-up of China.” | 
Will it be full of “ plates” ? | Mies Munri1o Jones at the Private View, 1899. 











Miss Mvritto Jonzs at the Private View, 1879. 
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A BAS LA VERITE! 


‘*] MUST COME OUT.” 


French Generals, ‘‘ Not 1® WE KNOW IT!’ 


Truth, 
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THE TEAR-IN-EYE OF TIERS AT THE 
LAUCH-AND-CRY-TEARY-’UN TEAR-TRE. 
The Tyranny of Tears, by Happon CHam- 

BERS, has achieved an exceptional success ; 

exceptional because due to the interest 

created by an admirably-acted rendering 
of a cleverly- written domestic comedy 
almost destitute of strong dramatic situa- 
tions. Yet the reflecting quality of the small | 
polished mirror of the stage. held up to} 
Nature by Mr. CuaMBERS and the 
comedians of the Criterion, reproduces, with | 
such slight and necessary exaggeration as | 
never amounts to distortion, studies from | 
life, the truth of which will be admitted by | 
the majority. 

In Mr. and Mrs. Parbury on the stage, | 
Mr. and Mrs. Svira in the stalls will not, | 
perhaps, own to recognising themselves; | 
and though SmirH may see that Mrs. Par. | 
bury is uncommonly like his better balf. 
aod Mrs. Smira may observe to herself 
that her inferior half might almost have 
stood for the model of Parbury, yet they 
will sgree that at least they both know 
more than one couple, say the Browns and 
the Joneses, closely resembling the Mr. 
and Mrs. Parbury of the play. 

In drawing these two principal characters. 
the dramatist has been most happy: and 
fortunate is he, that the presentation of them 
to the public is in such able hands as those 
of Mr. CoarLes WynpHAM and Miss Mary 
Moorg. CHARLEs “our friend” is admir- 
able; perfectly natural throughout, except 
in one little bit, where, in Act III., in his 
dialogue with the servant, (a part most 
discreetly rendered by Mr. Stantgy PRrIn- 
GLe,) Mr. WynpHaMm, having been momen- 
tarily betrayed by the author into the 
extravagance of farce, has deliberately 
chosen to emphasise the situation. Other- 
wise Mr. Wynpuam’s Parbury seems to me 
to be as true comedy as is the leading motive 
of the piece. 

As Mrs. Parbury, the complacent and un- 
consciously selfish wife, who, thinking she is 
doing everything for the happiness of both, 
has been allowed by the “ good easy man” 
to have her way in everything, and so has 
become an affectionate domestic tyrant, 
the more tyrannical because so greatly 
affectionate, Miss Mary Moors, playing 
the part with consummate skill, surpasses 
anything she has yet attempted. She is 
to poor Parbury what the feather-headed 
Dora was to David Copnerfield, only with 
some years added to their experience of 
married life, 

_ Mr. Frep. Kerr is at his ease as the 

impressionable bachelor, George Gunning, 

who poses as a cynic. That he should 
suddenly fall in love with the secretary- 
type-writing young lady is not improbable ; 
that he should decide within a few hours 
on making her his wife is highly improb- 
able; but that Miss Hyacinth Woodward, 
the cold-blooded, ambitious, calculating, 
highly proper young blue-stocking, one 
of a country clergyman’s numerous daugh- 
ters, employed by Mr. Parbury in the 
capacity of typewriter for his novels or 
essays (or whatever the mysterious literary 
work may be, on which he is engaged), 
should as suddenly accept Mr. Gunning’s 
hand just at the very moment when she 








feels inclined to box his ears, is about as 
unlikely a thing to happen as that Beatrice | 
should marry Benedick after all their war 
of words. Mr. Happon CHAMBERS may | 
indeed plead the example set by SHAKSPEARE; | 
but he will remember that Benedick and 
Beatrice are old acquaintances before the 





play commences, and that finally Beatrice 
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**PLEASE, SIR, TUPPENCE WORTH OF BUTTER ScRAPIN’s, AN’ MOTHER SAYS BE SURE 


THEY ’RE ALL CLEAN, CAUSE SHE ’S EXPECTIN’ 





COMPANY.” 








puts Benedick to the strongest proof of love 
that a man can give, in making him chal- 
lenge his dearest friend at her imperial 
bidding. Again, the cool, sharp-tongued, 
nasty-tempered Miss Hyacinth cannot for 
& moment nor in any way be put in com- 
parison with a Beatrice. For this most 
ungracious and unsympathetic part a better 
exponent could not have been found than 


Miss Maupg MILuettT, who stiffens herself | 


and hardens her heart in such a convincing 
manner as must astonish all playgoers who 
remember her in Sweet Lavender and similar 
gentle characters. 

Mr. ALFRED BisHop is admirable as the 
old Colonel, who, as a widower, has resumed 
his former bachelor ways ; but his “catch 
phrase ” of ‘Give me a word,” is monoto- 
nous. And why ? 7 because Mr, 
CHAMBERS has made one of his companions 
on the stage always ready with the right 
word at the right moment; ‘ which,” to 
quote Evc ip, ‘is impossible.” 

The finish of the piece is disappointing. 
There is wanting some effect, some surprise 





to bring down the curtain on a roar of 


laughter. 
has deservedly ‘‘ caught on,’ 
despotically at the 
months to come. 


However, The ayrnay of Tears 


and reign 


Criterion for many 








SPRING-CLEANING. 


“In oe when woods are getting green, 
e begins the house to clean, 


My wi 


And I am driven from this scene, 


Of scrub-land. 


The mops and pails left on the stairs 


I come across, 


uite unawares, 


And break my shins and utter—prayers, 


For tub-land. 


In clouds of dust I choke and cough, 
Such draughts! My hat I dare not doff, 


I'd go (if 1 were not a toff) 


To pub-land, 


But—mum—lI won't kick up a shine, 


Nor of delight give any sign, 
But, quietly, I’m off to dine 


In Club-land. 
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““LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.” 


She. '' Don’? You THINK THIS PICTURE BEAUTIFULLY PAINTED ?” 
Conscientious Amateur Art-Critic, *‘Wair TILL I HAVE FOUND THE 
Artist’s NAME!” 





FINISHING HOUSEKEEPING. 


By a BENEDICT. 
(With due apologies to the Careful Matron of the “‘ D, T.” 


I wILL imagine you to be the fortunate occupant of a bright little 
bed-sitting-room in Bloomsbury, or better still, the tenant of a 
nice two-room bachelor’s flat in West Kensington. In the former 
event, you will doubtless have the supervision of a landlady and a 
share in the services of a Jodging-house “ general.” to assist you in 
the conduct of your little ménage, and in the latter, some outside 
help from a charwoman will pea be found necessary; but I 
wish, - far as possible, to show you how you may best help 
yourself, 

Let us suppose, then, that you are not overburdened with this 
world’s goods, and have to be content, for the present, with a 
modest single room, say on the top floor in a quiet side-street near 
the British Museum. In taking this apartment, the first thing is 
to consider whether it shall be at the front or the back of the 
house. If you prefer a certain amount of style, and do not mind 
the noise of the traffic, I should recommend the front; otherwise, 
should you be interested in your neighbours’ doings and home-life, 
and like to count their washing and watch their cats fight, a back 
apartment is preferable. In either case, it should not be smaller 
than seven feet square, as you will no doubt be anxious, in course 
of time, to entertain. Meanwhile, let me help you to get things a 
little ship-shape. 

As your space is limited, I should advise you to purchase 
(second-hand, of course) a fly-up bed, one of those useful con- 
trivances which epee into a wardrobe or dummy book-case, 
on the bascule princivle, Similarly, you can obtain, with a little 
rummaging in Wardour Street, a combination writing-table and 
washstand. When you have finished your ablutions, you stow 
the basin away behind the right-hand false front. which has 
bandles on it to look like drawers. I have one of these most 
convenient pieces of furniture, which originally belonged to a 
Countess, and I cannot think what I should do without it. In 
the left-hand compartment you place your brush and comb, 
your tooth-mug (if you use such a luxury), sponge-bag, and other 
necessaries. Do not fail to turn the sponge-bag inside out, and 
it will then last for years, and the shilling thus saved can go 
partly on tooth-powder and partly on a nice stick of shaving-soap. 


(To be continued.) 








make him, is the 
Cromwell. 


AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


“€ Look on this picture and on that.”’ 


Facrne the visitor, as bold as bronze can 
Lord Protector, Oliver 
It is by Hamo TuHornycrort, 


Royal Amiet, R.A. 

























R.A. A sturdy figure, holding in one hand, 
as may be supposed, the Academy catalogue, 
and saying, “Take away these baubles,” 
(anything a doesn’t like,) while with the 
other he grasps his sword, which, in order 
to prove his right to be here in this artistic 
company, he has drawn. 

Gatuery No.I. Allow Mr. Luxe Fixpgs, 
R.A., to present you to Miss Violet Stern, 
or rather Miss Violet Smiling. Her sister 
Elsa you will find Elsa-where, No. 73, on 
the other side of the door, ergo, the ports 
side, half a turn a-stern. 

18. La Belle Chiffoniére. “Oh, I'll put 
'on any rags to sit in; what doI care as 
|long as my likeness is painted by Joun 8. 
| SARGENT, B.A. z= 

24. By G. P. Jacoms-Hoop, and from 
this go to No. 101, in Gallery No. II., by 
Ropert Macsets, A. Evidently an artful 
male flirt playing same old game (of cat’s- 
cradle) first with one lady, then with 
another. 

20. ** Merry Maids”’ is a picture of Merritt. 





ae a 













~ ce 24. 
Leaver, R. 
SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.—No. XIII. is Burroughs cross ? 
Tue R. A. “‘ Boss” Cuarr, 43. The Tennant 

This classical piece, of Greek origin, has no per- |Cuartgs Vicor. 
manent home, but is to be found either at tne 
National Gallery or at the Academy. 
places it “* bosses the show ’’—hence its name. 


Lovely sunset landsca 
“ Burroughs Cross.” 


54. Coopsr’s ‘* Coos.” 
At both | Srpyey Coopgr, R.A., and as good cattle as| House, where it is now in much request by 
| any in the Academy Cattle-logue. 


by B. W. 
Why 


of a sky parlour. 


SEATS OF THE MIGHTY.—No. XIV. 
Tue “W. Q. O.” Emprre CHAIR. 


This very elegant seat is made of Scotch fir, 
from French designs of the Empire period. It has 
By the Veteran | long occupied a prominent position at Burlington 





“sitters.” 
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58. One of Husert Herxomer, R.A.’s best. An entire 
“ Parish” in a single figure. 

GatueRY II. 84. ‘The Witch Lady.” There are two ladies. 
Which is witch ? Ask H. A. Paynz, the painter. 

89. Junius RotsHoven’s ** Madame Koch and her Children,” 
or better, ‘‘ Madame Hen and her Chicks.” 

102. W.Q. Orcuarpson, R.A. Excellent werk; strong in the 
head, but weak in the legs. 

105. This is one of the many ‘‘ Jubilee” subjects. The artist, 
the merry ANDREW Gow, R.A., shows an enormous crowd in front 
of St. Paul’s Cathedral, on the steps of which appear the Arch- 
bishops, bishops, and clergy, vested in copes of various hues, caps 
of many colours, carrying croziers, and singing pastoral staves, 
while approaching the QuEEN in that humble spirit in which the 
Revd. RicHarp Barwam represented the Archbishop of Canterbury 
at the Coronation as holding “‘ a goulden dish up ’”’— 

‘“* For to resave her bounty and great wealth, 

Saying, ‘ Plase your Glory, great Queen Vic-tory, 

Ye’ll give the Clargy lave to dhrink your health.’”’ 
But while the two Princesses in the Royal carriage preserve the 
most demure attitude, Her Gracious Majesty is apparently paying 
no attention to the gorgeously arrayed ecclesiastics. In one ofthe 
other Jubilee sisteaen, Te. 273, Gallery IV., ene precisely 
the same situation, not only is Her Gracious Majesty averting her 
countenance and turning the cold shoulder to the dignitaries, but 
the Princesses also are imitating the august example. 

132. ‘“ Portrait of a Lady.” Ep. J. Grecory, R.A., “ One of 
the Elect,’’ won’t give her a name. No matter; she is a lady. 


138. ‘Signs of Herring.” Un-herring signs of the hand of 
Cotin Hunter, Hunter and fisher. 
153. The Lonely One and the Only One painted this year by 


the President, Sir E. J. Poynter, P.R.A. 

160. One of the Best, by Henry Orn Wetts, R.A. Portrait of 
Sir Charles Scotter, with letter in hand inviting him to visit the 
8.-W. coast. On the table by his side is his fur wrapper, and Sir 
Cuaruzs is evidently considering whether this cloak is the one 
pre-furred. ‘‘ So fur and yet so near: shall I?” 

178. W. W. Outgss, R.A., shows— 

The Bishop of Lincoln 

Sittin’ a thinkun’. 
Is he considering the ‘‘ Lincoln Judgment ’’? or a previous one, 
“the Bennett case’? Perhaps both; Lincoln and Bennett. 
Hats off. 

184. Marvellous in detail is Frank Dicxsss, R.A.’s portrait of 
Miss Gladys Palmer. ‘‘ Palma virtuti’"’—’tis the reward of merit. 

204. ‘“* Rehearsing for Amateur Theatricals,” by W. P. Fritu, 
RA. Leading Lady (very angry, to stupid cavalier kneeling). 
“Now you must not get up before my husband comes in, or 
else the whole effect will be lost!” 

237. ‘*Good Evans!” Joun 8. Sarcent, R.A. Admirable. 

238. ‘ Therma Antoniniane.” Baths of Caracalla, or Dip-so- 
maniacs in classic times. L. Auma-TapEma, R.A. 

801. Mrs. Patrick Campbell (log.). ‘‘ Well! I’m disgusted with 
my part in this new piece! Such a costume, too! However, 
it is a case of ‘ green and bearit!’” HucGs T. GLazeBrook. 

318. The Very Rev. the Dean, being one of the decorations at 
St. Paul’s, by Sir W. B. Ricumonp, R.A. 

355. B. W. Leapgr, R.A., shows us “* Where Brook and Riwer 
Meet.” Perfect. Aspiring landscape artists cannot do better than 
“ follow the Leader.” 

519. Portrait of Lady. Name kept dark; so is the picture. 
Apparently she has been sitting in a smoky room. Simon H. 
VeEppkR is the artist. Colour suggestive rather of Foggy Vedder. 

553. But here is something to brighten you up again. Loch 
ae by Joun MacWurrter, R.A. Loch-a-mussy! Ad- 
mirable ! 

593. J. T. Nerriesuip is ‘ Resistless.”” A Practical Choke. 
Boa-Constrictor strangling Peacock. 

673. Sea-piece by Epwin Haygs. 
gate. Excellenc. 

906. It is probable that Mr. Byam Suaw intended this origin- 
ally for a Jubilee Procession, but finding that several artists fad 
already chosen that subject, he altered it to ‘‘ Love the Conqueror.” 

904. ‘*A Phenomenon.” Curious effect of lumps of chalk in the 
sky. Hi~pa Montaxsa. 

925. JoHN CoLLIN shows us a young man who, having been 
recently made a Freemason, is being coaxed by four captivating 
— to tell them the secret ; but he wast, beonane he knows 
that at No. 928 is the Deputy Pro-Grand Master, placed there 
aanues Mecum, A., arti 

le ‘alparaiso.” 
What pae., a hearty ! 
deep blue sea! 
Up again. 


Hayes-y weather off Mar- 


Y. ——. 

eo-ho! THomas SumMERSCALEs! 
Here ’s a splendid breeze and a swelling, 
We were becoming a-weary, and this freshens us 
“Now we sails! With the gales! In a ship by 
So we “drop into poetry” and pass on. 


SumMERscaugs |” 








‘*So you ARE GOING TO MARRY ONE OF THE CHARMING LEMPRIER 
GIRLs. Is IT THE DARK BEAUTY OR THE FAIR ONE?” 

‘*T DON’T THINK SHE IS CALLED ONE OF THE BEAUTIES; BUT 
SHE ’S THE ONE WHO STAYS AT HOME AND LOOKS AFTER THE 
SprinG CLEANING, DON’T you KNOW!” 








Just a glance at the Sculpture, and our task isdone. No. 1882. 
James Watt. By Henry C. Fexur. He knows what’s Watt. 
1908. GEoRGE CowELL’s Snail-post. 1912. “A Peri-bust !”— 
sounds awful, doesn’t it? But it isn’t. Awcontraire. L. Gwen- 
DOLEN WitulaMs didit. 1924. ‘‘ Leopard eating—Swan, A.” 
1943. Sir Lewis Morris—busting with verse. First-rate this, by 
W. GoscomBs Joun, A. 

2015. ‘Sir William Agnew, Bart.,” by ONsLow Forp, R.A. De- 
termined expression. Bust representing ‘The Head of the Firm.” 

2016. ‘‘ The triumph of the hour,” and a triumph of art, is the 
Shield by Husert Herkomer, R.A. It is wonderful in design and 
masterly in workmanship. H. H. is a master of Arts and Crafts. 








A NEW BOOM. 


[According to the daily papers, the regatta co urse at Henley this year is to 
be ** boomed ” on each side between the piles, in order to prevent pleasure- 
boats from drifting out and interfering with the racing.] 


O Hen ey, famed the world around for sixty summers past, 
Beloved of oarsman stout and maiden blooming, 

Of all our institutions we ’d have sworn you were the last 
To need—what you have now been promised—* booming ”’ ! 








In the Coming By and By. 


Jones (meeting Smit at Cairo Railway Station). Hallo! old chap, 
whither bound ? 

Smith. Oh! just taking the missus and the girls up the Nile. We 
shall stay at the ‘‘ Kitchener Arms,” Khartoum. And you? 

Jones. Going to try my luck with the fish at Fashoda. If going 
South, look me up at the ‘Hotel Marchand.” Capital table d’héte. 

Smith. Well, it’s just possible we may join the Rosinsens at 
the ‘‘ Mahdi’s Head” at Kordofan. So long! 





‘““THERE’S A SWEET LITTLE CHERUB WHO SITS UP ALOFT.”— 
The wise child who, from his coign of ’vantage in the Ladies’ 
Gallery of the House of Commons knew his own father and 
shouted his name out aloud, was wise enough to bolt when he 
heard that one of the Whips was coming. 























[May 3, 1899. 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


————— 
7 - = = iis ae { | } 














Me ia al af! 


Quiet Man (as a particularly “ steep” story of adventure comes to a close). ‘‘ ER—WILL SOMEBODY PASS THE SALT, PLEASE?” 








, How should our friend make good her| Another glass—to help you work it out ? 
DEPRECIATIONS. crippled cups ? . No? Then we'll ring for coffee. There is 
VIII. Lay hands on hard-earned increment of none | 


. - cook ? What? Ah! you misinterpret me again. 
Tus Two Avcuns. Or stop it out of wages? What's the odds, | I speak of differences, not of coffee, 
Sir M-ch-l addresses his Great Exemplar, | So cook be muleted in the just amount ? And tell you there is none, except the sort’ 


Sir W-ll-m. Yet you would call her craven, woman o’ | Twixt pene and pea; you know it, well as I. 
Port, thanks; but fill your own. Our latest straw, And  - t is more, you knowI know you 
tax Breaker of pledges, profligate in i Me know. 
Should scarce affect these finer, fruitier, | If she decide, cook being short of cash, But still this parrot-cry of Pay-your-debts _ 
brands. To dock for damages her monthly due ! Tickles the vulgar with its air of virtue. 
Yonder ’s a stuff was bottled in the year What? ‘Any lady would forgive the lapse, | Indeed, you did it well. I much admired 
Kirkcaldy set your name at foot of poll, [oe -— ene ” Bah! you miss the | How Sey under bronze of southern 


Your fancy being Celtic from the first. 
So to our talk, the candid kind that holds | | Which’ L had thought conspicuously clear. You hid the painful effort not to laugh 





Where augur faces augur, wink for wink, | True, I discern a flaw i’ th’ simile, The while you rolled such thundering 
Over the _ red wine that opes the ry paying public and its Chancellor platitudes 
heart Not being one to other (rule o’ three) As made the Chronicle reporter’s face 


Whe “ were we ? To be sure; the Sinking | As cook to mistress ; even waiving suitor Shine like the Seraphim. Superb, I say! 
Along with shattered ware. Put case| Talking of Budgets (try that other box 





That happy little Budget speech of yours again :— Much fancied by the quali’ ; at Bristol, 

Who ca < me coward—coward was the | Here’s a physician has a tradesman client | Where my electors count me more than 
word ?— | (Say, , family grocer) lies at door of death | kind, 

Saying I burked my debts to pay the bill. ick of a tertian : doctor bleeds his man Dubbing me Dame Goptva i in heir mirth, 

Now, see, I rend your fallacy to rags, And cures him; saves his life, I'd “. Who “ took the tax away ” and kept it there), 

Pleading my cause au plus grand sérieux you note ; I am, of course, at one with you, good Sir. 

(You catch a whiff of Paris, whence you | For such, i’ th’ application, seems the task | Who scorn the popular breath ; but still ‘tis 
come ?) | Of Of who, in office, builds the armoured fleet | well 

As if your speech were something more | To save the nation at its own expense. If wound we must, to wound the weaker 
than pose | How does our leech attain to touch his fee— sort. 

Struck for the gallery’s applauding gods. _| Sostra, i’ Greek, a less invidious term, So “= <i cheaper wines; I choose my 

Put case in parable, not hard to hear :— Thankoffering, to | wit, for life rewon ? 

Say there ’s a woman keeps a female cook | What if, in lieu o’ th’ ready, he elect Not PA an the plebs nor yet the plutocrats, 

Breaks set of crockery down i’ servants’ hall | To knock it off his wife’s outstanding bill ? | Loud, those, of lung, and potent, these, 0 

In act of treating follower to tea— Is he, for this, a coward renegade. purse, 

Policeman off the beat, as like as not, Your phrase, I think, or words to that effect ? ‘swillele Ku a or connoisseurs of 


Though, for the argument, a sweep would | Where lies the difference sets your wrath 
serve— aflame? | But just ‘the > quatte-lallk of modest means, 
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NEARLY FELL THERE MYSELF!” 
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with her wild nature, her untamed spirits, 
her vivid imagination, was what is com- 
monly called a handful. Ifthe hand closing 
over it had been soft and warm it might 
have nurtured a rare flower of maidenhood. 
Being bony and bloodless it spoiled a young 
life. The worst thing about.the book is 
that it is evidently a true story. 

‘*The hardy Norseman’s house of yore.” 
as the Baron’s Nautical Retainer reminds 
him, “‘was on the something wave,” but 
his particular inland residence was undoubt- 
edly Rouen. It was from this riparian 
retreat that our first Wr~u1am issued to 
conquer that country which is still regarded 
in Sark as an appanage of the Channel 
Islands. Hence the personal interest felt 
by our Anglo-Norman race (sometimes 
arene: Seen as plain Anglo-Saxon, 
but actually Norse by Sessent on East as 
well as South, to say nothing of the coast 
of what is known as our hinterland beyond 
the Tweed) in the history and art of the 
capital of Normandy. Like Rostanp’s 
‘* cadets de Gascogne,” 

** En Normandie a gent molt fiere 
Jo ne sai gent de tel maniere ; 
Chevaliers sont proz é vaillanz 
Par totes terres conquéranz.” 


So sang the Rev. Ropert Wack, of Jersey, 
evil speller, and author of the romances 
of Row and of Brut (trés sec). Mr. Turo- 
DORE ANDREA Cook, who writes vastly 
better English, has told us all that any 
reasonable man can want 10 know of the 
first city of the duchy in his delightful Story 
of Rowen, contributed to Messrs. Dent's 
series of Medieval Towns. This is your 
true Cook to conduct you on your next 
visit to Normandy. Nothing in old Rouen 
has escaped his careful eye, from the Tour 
Jeanne d’Arc to the elaborate details of the 
reliefs on the Maison Bourghteroulde, which 
may Heaven, aided by the local authorities 
and M. le Ministre des Beaux Arts, long 





Bluejacket (in charge of Party of Sightscers), ‘‘ HERE NELSON FELL.” 
Old Lady. *‘ AN’ I DON’T WONDER AT IT, POOR DEAR, 


NASTY SLIPPERY PLACE! I 








and vote 
May lightly be neglected. Same applies 
To your particular choice, the silent dead ; 
harmless kind of person, good to fleece. 
I would to Heaven we might have more of 


such. 
No cognac? Notthe’40? Then we'lrise. 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In The Garden of Swords (Cassguu & Co.) 
Max Pemperton gives us three interesting 
figures, whose actions the reader with diffi- 
culty follows, as they are from time to 
time lost to sight, though always to memory 


ear, in the surging crowd of warriors 
French and German. f 


tion of details, it is difficult for the reader, 





unless he have plenty of leisure, to emerge 





Your Graves and Médoc men; whose voice 


In consequence of | 
the author’s vivid and picturesque descrip. | 
| mother a year or two ago fi 
| criminal courts. 


from the turmoil! and pick up the thread of 
the narrative. Those who can do this, the 
story will repay with interest at not a very 
high rate. 

he Autobiography of a Child (Buack- 
woop) is a pitiful book. My Baronite, un- 
reasonably sensitive about titles, has had it 
on his table for some time, avoiding it 
under the impression that it was one of 
those painfully funny things akin to the 
History of a Bad Boy and the like. On the 
contrary, it is a tragedy unrelieved by touch 
of comedy. The anonymous writer looks 
back on her childhood from the hilltop of 
womanhood, and ruthlessly pictures its 
anguish. The child was a little Irish girl 
of supersensitive nature, with a fiend of 
a mother, who, in only less coarsely brutal 
manner, recalls the case of another Irish 
ring in the 
Doubtless the little one, 


preserve. Into poe’ pocket you may slip 
|this chastest of volumes, which, for its 
|erudition, its charming vivacity of style, 
| and its most excellent illustrations, deserves 
| a train de luxe to itself. 

There are, writes one of the Baron’s 
| Retainers, 820 closely-packed pages of print 
|and any number of incidents in Forbidden 
| Banns (F. V. Waite & Co.), by ANNABEL 
Gray. Rosamund is a lady who indulges in 
marriage as some people indulge in drink 
or golf. She is never happy without it. 
Her first husband is a ne’er-do-well who 
abandons his young wife, and is imme- 
diately senented, to have been drowned off 
South America—I cannot remember the 
exact locality, but this is near enough. 
Then the Faithful Old Lover who has been 
waiting, oh, so patiently, turns up, and 
Rosamund marries him. After some happy 
years the F. O. L. is disposed of by a wily 
old Major, who bribes the F. O. L.’s horse 
with a heavy bribe of beans and oats to 
assassinate his master. The horse suc- 
cumbs to the temptation, the F. O. L. is 
duly slain, and then Rosamund marries the 
Major. Upon this the undrowned ne’er- 
do-well pops up again, and Rosamund, tired 
of marriage, tries death by way of a change. 
I don’t know why ANNABEL Gray should 
invent a war between France and Germany. 
By doing so she distinctly infringes the 
patent of Mr. Le Quevux, the gay LE 
> ae whose stories of imaginary blood- 
shed and battle so greatly fascinate us. 
However, I let that pass, and conclude by 
tendering to ANNABEL Gray my acknow- 
ledgments for a book which, unequal as it is, 
yet possesses elements of skill and interest. 

Tus Baron ve B.-W. 
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PEARLS WITHOUT PRICE AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 











ST. PAUL’S CATHEDRAL. 
ALL’ EGREGIO Signor Puncu. 
EGr8G10 SicNorE,—Un mio amico inglese 
—ma posso scrivere la di Lei lingua. Ebbene! 
EereGious Mister,—Can to write the 
of Her language. One my frend inglish— 
ah no, ¢ troppo difficile! Vado a cercare un 
traduttore. Ecco! 
Dear S1r,—An English friend of mine 


has sent me the great newspaper, the Times, | 


of April22. Behold! The English Senate 
has discussed the “decoration” of the'| 
Cathedral of London, and one of the sena- | 
tors, the Count of Wemis, has read my poor | 
letter, the humble opinion of a foreigner, | 
to the Senate of your great country. Even 


considered a mere joker—un burlone. But 
to me it is more wonderful that the illus- 
trious Senate of the great English nation 
should listen gravely to the criticism of an 
obscure stranger, even when published in 
your magnificent journal. I thought that 
your senators understood only the chase or 
the races, and knew nothing of the Fine 
Arts. But no! I am so proud of the 
honour that henceforth I shall cause my 
cards to be printed in English— 


LEoNARDO T1zIANO BUONARROTI 
(Adviser in the Fine Arts to the English Senate). 


Since my return to Italy I have seen also 
some other English newspapers, and I know 
who are the leaders of English art. There 


to you, Mr. Puncu, that is without doubt| is a guardia municipale named Jonszs, there 
an honour, for until now you have been 


is a Mr. Samuet Howes, and a certain Mr. 


English Senate). 


S. Pepys, who wrote a letter to you after I 
had done so. His English was very curious. 
Perhaps he is also an American, or a police- 
man. But not one of these has had the 
honour of addressing the Senate. Diavolo! 
I am “a tremendous swell,” as you say in 
England. 

It is possible that some day I may become 
an English Commendatore. Is the adviser 
|of your Senate thus rewarded? Or do you 
|\think, Mr. Puncn, that your Senate will 
|deprive the Commendatore RicumonD of 
| his title and bestow it upon me? It would 
| be a very just and graceful act. 
| I have the honour to be your most 
obedient servant, 

LEoNARDO T1IZIANO BuONARROTI 
(Adviser in the Fine Arts to the 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


ExreacTep From THE Diary or Tosy, M.P. | 


House of Lords, Monday, Avril 24.—| 
It there is still a panel in the Octagon 
Hall available for a mosaic, SARK suggests 
an appropriate treatment of an allegorical 


almost boisterous mood. Nothing would 
satisfy him but making two speeches, 
lambent with those flouts and jeers Dizzy, 
on a famous occasion, spoke of with tone of 
envy. To-night, under soothing wand of 
enchanter from Education Department, the 
Markiss collapsed. If he had gone to sleep 
after the fashion of wilier men it would not 
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THE MAN IN 
(Sir J-hn G@-rst.) 
It fits him so well that nothing on earth will induce him to come out. 


subject. The title would be ‘“‘A Good Man| have mattered. In later years of his life in 


would represent the Dook or DEVONSHIRE 
making a speech in House of Lords. 
He and the House suffered experience to- 
night. Subject, Board of Education Bill. 
The Doox’s appearance on scene was 
led up to by series of lively speeches, 
beginning with Lord Reay, ending with 
KIMBERLEY. House nearly empty ; solemn 
stillness steeped the scene. The Doox, 
ty suppressing a yawn, stood at 

able, assumed lounging attitude, and in 
voice of infinite weariness began to reply to 
criticism, 

It was his heroic self-denying ordinance 
about not yawning that wrecked him. If, 
when impulse came upon him, he had 
frankly yielded it woul have been much 
better. The repression had effect analogous 
to that of — gout. The Bishops 
bore up bravely. They are, of course, in 

training. Occasionally deliver Charges 
themselves, and, earlier in their career, have 
suffered Charges from others. 

Sorry to say the most hopelessly de- 
moralising effect of the speech beyond that 
wrought on the Doox himself was displayed 
by the Marxrss. Only the other ie he 
came back from the Riviera with his hair 
cropped short and his spirits strung high. 
Making his rentrée on riday, he was in 





THE IRON 


Struggling with Adversity.” The picture | 
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MASK, 


House of Commons Mr. G. snatched many a 
snooze on the Treasury bench, whilst pre- 
serving an attitude and expression of pro- 
found attention to hon. gentleman on his 
legs. The late Lord CoLERIDGE’s somnolent 
lapses on the Bench were works of art, 
recognised at the time as unique, remaining 
inimitable. The Markiss falling asleep, did 
everything but lie at full length on the 
Ministerial bench. He dexterously fixed 
his mailed fists on the bench so as to 
support his body, bent his massive head on 
his manly chest, and sweetly slept as if the 
voice of the Dook, standing at the Table 
close on his left hand, were the music of 
water gurgling over a pebbled brook or the 
murmur of innumerable bees. 

Business done.—Board of Education Bill 
read a second time. 

Tuesday.—Repmonp Cadet cannot away 
with OLIVER CroMwBLL. It is not jealousy 
that prompts the feeling of repulsion. Great 
re are above the littleness of jealousy. 
It is racial instinct. CROMWELL was not, in 
the main, kind to RaepmMonp Cadet’s coun- 
try. He was, in truth, a sort of Roundhead 
Princzk ArtTHuR. One cannot imagine 
Prince ArtHUR in Roundhead garb. Flow- 
ing locks and the gay colours of the cavalier 
seem most in keeping with his still lithe 





figure. But when in charge of Ireland, 


flying the flag of Law and Order, he, lke 
CROMWELL, did not hesitate to shoot. 

That northern Chieftain, Jounston of 
Ballykilbeg, on the contrary, reveres the 
memory of the Great Lord Protector. It is 
true he did not fight at the Boyne. It was 
not his fault. He was not there at the 
time. Had he been be sure he-would have 
been around on the right side. 

So Jounston of Ballykilbeg, overlooking 
minor matters, rises on this the three hun- 
dreth anniversary of CRoMWELL’s birth to 
perform an act of homage. He had on 
paper a question addressed to Chief Com- 
missioner of Works, inquiring after the 
present condition of the statue to CRoMWELL 
presented by a private citizen to the Houses 
of Parliament. The ordinary method in 
such matters is for a member to refer to the 
number of his question on the paper. But 
occasion »are and not frequently recurrent. 
JounsTon of Ballykilbeg does not know 
where he will be next time Cromwett Cen- 
tenary comes round. If anything to be done 
must be done forthwith; would have liked 
to put on his orange sash, thus linking two 
glorious and immortal memories. If he 
could have induced his friend and fellow 
Protestant ToMLINsSoN to secrete a big drum 
about his pean and at proper moment, 
just when thesheen of the sash of JoHNsTON 
of Ballykilbeg caught and dazzled the 
SPEAKER’S eye, thrice to tap the drum (once 
for each century), the accessories would have 
been complete. 

House of Commons has prejudices on 
these points. Anyhow the Chieftain would 
try to work off a speech. So he began :— 
‘*On the three hundredth anniversary of 
his birth, and honouring the memory ot the 
Great Lord Protector ——’’ Here the Irish 
Members opposite came in with howl of 
“Order! Order!” Plainly no use at- 
tempting to continue the oration. When 
howls ceased, Chieftain quietly went on— 
‘*T desire to ask the Chief Commissioner of 
Works the question that stands in my 
name.” 

Thus swiftly he dropped from poetry to 
prose. A quaint anti-climax; but he was 
now strictly in order, none daring to make 
him afraid as he recited the terms of his 
question. The House delights in Jounston 
of Ballykilbeg, recognising his true-hearted- 
ness, his genuine simplicity, the courage of 
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Mrs. May-Fair. ‘‘1 HEAR THAT YOUR SON IS A GREAT STUDENT, AND SPENDS MOST OF 


HI8 TIME OVER THE MIDNIGHT OIL.” 


Mrs. Jones (a@ rich parvenue, in pony carriage). ‘‘Not A WORD OF TRUTH IN IT. 
‘ave Hewecrric LIGHT HALL OVER THE 'OUSE, AND HALFRED ’AS A ’OLE OHANTICLEER IN 


‘Is Room!” 


| member in Ladies’ Gallery. Afterwards 
douse resumed Committee on the London 


Government Bill. 


| Friday.—Rorson, Q.C., getting on very 
well with his Memorial. It is addressed to 
PrIncE ARTHUR, who is suspected of designs 
upon the Half-Timers’ Bill. This put down 
for 31st of May. 31st of May is also Derby 
Day, conveniently contiguous to Whitsun 
holidays. Supposing holidays, which might 
close on Monday the 29th, were extended 
over Wednesday 31st, an awkward measure 
would be shelved. Rosson, Q.C., in charge 
of the Bill, resolved to nip that rose of 
hought in the bud. Has drawn up his 
Memorial ; carries it about with him in his 
| wreast-pocket ; whenever he comes across 
1 member who looks as if he had convie- 
tions on the Education Question. whips out 
| che Memorial, and gets him to sign it. 
| Betsy Trotwood’s friend, Mr. Dick, the 
| only parallel case of sim»lar assiduity. 
| ‘*Can you keep CHARLES THE First's 
Head out of your Memorial?” I asked, as 
I cheerfully paid the toll of my signature. 
“That ’s all right,” said Rosson, Q.C. 
| ** Difficulty is to keep out the head of 
| Prince ArtTuuR. If he filches our Wed. 
| nesday, and his head were found in our 
| Memorial, it would incontinently be punched. 
{ use the word in a Parliamentary sense, of 
course.” 


Business done.—Committee of Supply. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 


(“Certainly no man can entertain any illus‘ons 
about woman after studying advertisements of the 
kind found in ladies’ papers.”’ 

St. James's Gazette.) 


Wuenas, of old, with reverent awe, 
Jutta all fally tyred I saw, 
Perfect she seemed, without a flaw. 


Until a journal me she lent, 
Whose many a bold advertisement 
Has stol’n away my heart’s content. 


Lo! hidden lore did they impart 
How homely maidens may grow smart, 
As Nature pays her court to Art. 


Fair comely corsets they display, 
Wherein the body to array 
That figures may be built that way. 


Hues that can dye the hair to gold, 
Curlers with virtues manifold— 
All for mere songs and trifles sold. 
WE! Powders and soaps did they make known, 
Whose powers transcendent beauties own 
Matchless for the complexion. 








his opinions, and his quaint humour. 
Repmonp Cadet, blundering along next 
with his pompous inanity, — the foil 
that completed the little comedy. 

Business done.—Committee on London 
Government Bill. 

Thursday.—The cry of the indignant 
infant in the Ladies’ Gallery, which just now 
disturbed House, reveals as under sudden 
flash of lightning something of what those 
suffer, who, for their country’s good, sit 
here daily. Spgaker took the chair as 
usual at three o’clock; some private Bills 
dealt with; at half-past three questions 
appreached; Cap’geN Tommy Bow xegs had 
just commenced manceuvring what he would 
call a whole squadron of them, when, sharp 
from the Ladies’ Gallery, rang the explosive 
voice. 

The hand of the clock pointed to twent 
minutes to four. Only forty minutes h 
sped of a sitting that would certainly extend 


to midnight, with rivulets of talk dripping 

|all through it. Yet thus early this young 
Irish member, bored to death, inheriting 

obstructive tendencies, raised his voice in 

| angry protest, and in the interests of Law 

[+> Pangan was straightway carried out MAY MEETINGS. 
icking. 

Of course the remarkable personal appear-| WitTH your doctor when you are in rude 
ance of the Cap’RN may have had something | health, and don’t want to hear evidence to 
to do with precipitating the crisis. Hs airy | the contrary. , 
fashion of emphasising a sentence by de-| With a bore when you don’t desire to 
scribing a semi-circle with the substitute for | spend a quarter of an hour in idle chat, 
a right hand—all that was left him after | having barely ten minutes in which to catch 
the battle of Navarino—is calculated to | your last train. 
strike terror into the breast of a child.| With a creditor when your bank balance 
Making all allowance for that, we who | is expressed by a minus sign, and you conse- 
nightly suffer the deadliest dull House of | quently can’t settle up. : 
Commons ever mustered for prayers have| With your first love when you areincom- 
fellow feeling with Mr. Justiczk Matxew's | pany with your wife, and are not anxious 
three year old grandson, who found forty | to talk over memories of the past. 
minutes quite long enough. With every one when you don’t want to 

Busimess done. — Arrest of young Irish | meet any one. 


Until her lover indiscreet, 
The secret taught of every cheat, 
Alas! sees Jutta’s counterfeit. 























